CHAPTER    THIRTEEN
ROMAN   REVELLER
THE ITALIAN campaign first encouraged, then falsified, our hopes. After the Gustav line, the Hitler line was cracked. Sherman tanks poured through the neglected vineyards and olive groves of the Liri valley harrying the beaten enemy. General Mark Clark's Fifth Army began to punch a way out of the Anzio bridgehead.
We war correspondents chased after the elusive, moving front. Soon the journeys backwards and forwards became too long. We struck camp and moved into a deserted hillside mansion near Cassino. My chief recollection is that it was black with flies. Tetlow and I had a competition to see who could slaughter most in a given time, but, though the score reached Australian cricket standards, it made no difference. My tent was pitched in the grounds and in the morning Helliwell pointed out that we had sited it on a very dead, but only partially buried, horse. This gave a slight thrill to genial Christopher Stone, who had come out to savour the horrors of war at the invitation of the Ministry of Information, and who had shared my tent for the night.
Further investigation showed that the Germans had used this mansion and its surroundings as a knacker's yard. It was curious that the Germans, who, in their own country, have the reputation of being one of the cleanest races in. Europe, developed disgusting habits during their war campaigns. We objected less to the dead horses than to the other evidences of occupation. When German prisoners were questioned about these filthy and insanitary habits, they blamed primitive Russian troops who had changed sides and had been drafted to strengthen Kesselring's army. My own opinion is that our continuous bombing and shellfire was the
199daylight. This fortress built by the peace-loving fraternity could have withstood attacks from land or air indefinitely. The Germans retired from it only because they were encircled. British tanks had swung round in a left hook, cutting Highway Six in their rear.
